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pelted in sheets and with a noise like the rattle of artillery, so that one had to raise one's voice to make oneself heard above it.
And having before suffered from parched and sun-dried skin and warped furniture, one was suddenly afflicted with a penetrating moisture that made one's very boots mildewed in a night and swelled the drawers of tables and chests so that they would neither open nor shut.
But the Emperor had been in State to the Temple of Heaven to pray for this rain, so doubtless all good Chinamen were satisfied at this answer to his prayer. Anyhow, we were not long in packing up our few things and returning to Peking.
The funeral of Li-Hung-Chang 1 took place while we were in Peking nearly two years after his death, and by a curious coincidence we had a very intimate view of it. We were riding one day, Walter and I, in rather a remote part of Peking, when in passing a large Yamen we heard the most appalling noises of sobbing and crying.
We inquired of the mafoo (groom) riding behind us what this might mean, and he gave us the' astounding
1 That eminent Chinese statesman was born in 1823, a century ago. From his earliest youth he showed marked ability, and his undoubted qualities both as a soldier and statesman led him step by step to the highest positions in his country. In 1896 he came to Europe to represent his Imperial Mistress at the coronation of the Czar. Later he visited Germany, Belgium, France, England and the United States, where he caused the greatest sensation by appearing in the streets in the striking national dress of a mandarin of the highest degree.
He wore the yellow jacket and peacock feather which since have become so familiar to us in " Chu Chin Chow." He died in 1901 after imprudently partaking of a large quantity of dough cakes, of which Chinese dainty he was extremely fond.PEKING                          107
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